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Than here lies fair before my feet, which yet
Are not so tired but they may tread it through
To the good end.    My heart is higher again
Than ere that field it was, I know not why,
Which sent me hither.    You shall write for me
Word to the warden of Carlisle, and say
Your queen seeks covert for her crown!ess head
With him the first in England ; and thereon
Ere he send answer or to-morrow set
Will I pass oven

Herries*             I would fain believe

His queen were true of heart, and all your friends
As strong to serve as faithful; yet may she
Have better will than she has power to make,
As it would be, your servant; and the land
Is many-minded, rent with doubt in twain,
And full of fears and factions \ you may pass
Even in this hope that now builds up your Iu\irt
To find less help at no less need than here
On darker ways and deadlier: yet your will
Shall if it hold be done.

Queen.                          Despatch, and write ;

To stand before the gate of days to be
And beat their doors for entrance is more pain
Than to pass in and look on life or death.
Here will I sleep within your ward to-night,
And then no more in Scotland.    Nay, make haste ;
I would those hours were past that hold me here.